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tie-wise, of a milk-white fine freestone; the house not
vast, but well contrived, especially the staircase, and the
ornaments of Ptttti, about it. It is environed in a dry
moat, the offices under ground, the gardens very excel-
lent with extraordinary long walks, set with elms, and a
noble prospect toward the forest, and on the Seine to-
ward Paris. Take it altogether, the meadows, walks,
river, forest, corn-ground, and vineyards, I hardly saw
anything in Italy to exceed it. The iron gates are very
magnificent. He has pulled down a whole village to
make room for his pleasure about it.

12th September, 1649. Dr. Crighton, a Scotchman, and
one of his Majesty's chaplains, a learned Grecian who set
out the Council of Florence, preached.

13th September, 1649. The King invited the Prince
of Cond6 to supper at St. Cloud; there I kissed the Duke
of York's hand in the tennis court, where I saw a famous
match between Monsieur Saumeurs and Colonel Cooke,
and so returned to Paris. It was noised about that I
was knighted, a dignity I often declined.

ist October, 1649. Went with my cousin Tuke (after-
ward. Sir Samuel), to see the fountains of St. Cloud and
Ruel; and, after dinner, to talk with the poor ignorant
and superstitious anchorite at Mount Calvary, and so to
Paris.

2d October, 1649. Came Mr. William Coventry (after-
ward Sir William) and the Duke's secretary, etc., to visit
me.

5th October, 1649. Dined with Sir George Ratcliffe,
the great favorite of the late Earl of Strafford, formerly
Lord Deputy of Ireland, decapitated.

yth October, 1649. To the Louvre, to visit the Countess
of Moreton, governess to Madame.

i5th October, 1649. Came news of Drogheda being
taken by the rebels, and all put to the sword, which
made us very sad, forerunning the loss of all Ireland.

2 ist October, 1649. I went to hear Dr. d'Avinson's
lecture in the physical garden, and see his laboratory,
he being Prefect of that excellent garden, and Professor
Botanicus.

3oth October, 1649. I was at the funeral of one Mr.
Downes, a sober English gentleman. We accompanied
Ms corpse to Charenton, where he was interred in at of course
